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" That's the one, Mr. Wiswell. Mrs. Joshua Loring, Jr She
wouldn't let her p'ecious General Howe go out at all on such a hot
day if she had her way, God damn her loving soul, if you'll excuse
the term, Mrs. Byles."
" I know her," Mrs: Byles said. " She's a sweet, kind woman, so
innocent she never notices it when a man accidentally lets his arm
bump against her hip. How many times I've heard Belcher say, when
we were going to bed, that there's only one person blinder than the
woman who pretends not to notice the pressure on her hip, and that's
the man who "thinks his layir\g-on-of-hands isn't seen."
" The Lorings came through from Dorchester the night we were
driven out of Milton," my father said musingly. "Joshua Loring's
high sheriff."
" His sheriffing's kind of gone bad," Buell observed. " He's able,
though. General Howe saw ability in him right the first glance at
Mrs. Loring. Appointed him commissary to the British Army, so
Mr. and Mrs. Loring can always be right where the general is, and
keep looking after his food and health, and be handy if he needs com-
forting. That's pretty near the only tiling Howe's made up his mind
about since he's,been in Boston."
He jumped from the bed, went to stand beside my father's chair,
and shook his fist at the silent green hill towards which black pellets
of cannon balls still flew harmlessly from the fleecy puffs of smoke
that jetted from Gopp's Hill and the anchored frigates.
" Look at that! " he cried. " I ain't a soldier, but I'll kiss a pig if
I don't know soldiering better than what those dunces over there
do I Trapped themselves, haven't they ? "
" Yes, they have," my father said. " There's no correct military
principle on which their position can be defended."
" Think so too, Oliver ? " Buell asked me.
" Of course I know nothing," I told him, " but I wouldn't choose
such a position. If I were attacked by bigger men than myself, I
wouldn't walk out on the end of a plank over water and wait for them
either to hit me there or else to sit down on the shore end of the
plank till I starved."
Mrs. Byles and Doctor Miller nodded emphatically.
" Well, that's the way it looks to you and me and all of us," Buell
said. " But it doesn't look that way to Gage and Howe."
My father slowly raised his eyes to BuelTs. " How on earth do-
you know that, Tom ? "
" Mr. Wiswell, didn't I tell you I heard 'em arguing at the Province
' House ?  Clinton, Burgoyne and young Lord Percy kept telling Gage
and Howe that those rebels over there have blundered into the nicest
trap any fellers ever got into. They kept telling Howe he had